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when that man was a political prisoner, and a personal
friend. The sense of proportion seems for some in-
scrutable reason to have been denied to most human
beings. The sense of propriety in this case swallowed
up everything else. We did not ask privilege for her,
only that ordered by the House of Commons for ' the
Irish prisoners.'
If anyone thinks we asked too much, I would advise
a course of visits to that most dreary spot on earth—
a prison. To me, it is a misery to enter one, though I
have visited many in my time. It rouses every
rebellious instinct I have. I ask myself how in
Heaven's name shutting out the sun, the wind and the
sight of the trees could make a rebel loyal or a thief
honest—or indeed do anything but fill the heart with
bitterness and hatred of all mankind. I once went
into a hospital cell. The place was clean, there was
an iron bedstead and a window, but—the glass was
frosted three-quarters of the way up and it opened
upwards only, at the top. So even the sick were
deprived of the joy of trees and flowers, for there were
both outside. As I went along the passage to go out,
I passed a party of women who were engaged on some
work—I don't know what. A whistle blew, and the
women turned their faces to the wall while we passed.
And this was in the year 1916. Some upright citizen
will say this is all sentimentalism on my part, but
it is not, it is merely common sense. I marvel at the
patience and courage with which a fiery soul like
Constance's went through the ordeal and learned from
life before the end, as she did, the lesson of love and
of pity. But how many of us could say, as she said
to her sister, ' Don't worry about me. Remember no
one has it in his power to make me unhappy,' and this
when she was being banished from all that makes life
lovely.

